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No Working Title Yet
Becca Wahlquist

SETTING:
The apartment: A midsized apartment, with entry door at the back,
kitchen and living area on display, with bedroom door to the right
and a closet door in the left back corner. Furniture consists of various
items, including a couch, coffee table, and a chair tilted to face
audience. There are three stools at the kitchen counter. The apartment contains a noticeable amount of geese [ cow, pig) kitsch-i.e.,
wooden painted geese on the kitchen counter, a few prints with
geese, etc.
CHARACTERS:
Man: midtwenties
Woman: midtwenties
Mother: early fifties
Girl: twelve years old
Dr. Roberts: looks like Freud

Host: Hollywood talk show looks
Marty: early thirties, back-woodsy
in dress and talk
Ace: midthirties, looks like a State
Fair carnival worker
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Scene 1: Night, the apartment
Man and Woman enter apartment through back door. He turns on
kitchen light only and they head towards the couch, where he sits
and she sits far away from him. He moves next to her and leans in
for a kiss, but she backs up. He sits up straight.
WOMAN: Sorry. [She pulls him towards her, and he leans towards

her to try again. She turns her head at the last minute and he
catches her on the cheek. There is a pause, then he grabs her
face between his hands and zooms in. The audience hears a kiss,
but he backs up angrily.]
MAN: Why did you do that?
WOMAN: I didn't mean to.
MAN: [stands and moves a few feet away] You sucked in your lips.
WOMAN: I said I was sorry. It just happened. I don't know.
MAN: Why?
WOMAN: Why what? [they look at each other for a moment, then

she rises] You want something to drink? [moves to kitchen and
starts preparing drinks]
MAN: If this was true romance I'd be able to " drink from your lips. "
WOMAN: [from kitchen area] This isn't romance-this is a semi-

relationship that hasn't been defined yet.
MAN: One kiss and you'll get your definition. What's your problem?
WOMAN: [hands him drink and sits at other end of couch] It's the

same thing as sex. I get lost to my emotions and I won't have
any control over the situation .
MAN : Being out of control isn't all bad.
WOMAN: I need to ensure my happy ending.
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MAN : How do you know that thi s will end unhappily? How do you

know it will end?
WOMAN: I don 't know. Everything else does. [Man begins looking
uneasily at phone. By now, both have set down their drinks.]
MAN: [stands] Do you mind if I make a call?
WOMAN : Can 't we have a single night to ourselves? I thought you
were going to make thi s romantic. ... Maybe I'd feel better about
us if us didn 't include her, too.
MAN : As long as I live at home I should abide by the rules. That
means checking in before midnight to say I' m OK.
WOMAN: Of course you're OK-you're twenty-six years old and
we went to a restaurant three blocks from my house.
MAN: You know that I'm working on it. [picks up receiver]
WOMAN: If you really wanted to work on it, you wouldn't live at
home and call in every night. ... We've just known each other
too long. The whole thing is too awkward.
MAN: [Replaces receiver and moves to sit next to her, takes her
hand s. ] You must have wanted it too.
WOMAN: [shakes off his grip] If we're going to discuss this, can 't
we go driving somewhere?
MAN : Why do we always need to be in a car?
WOMAN : I like to feel like I'm moving forward, getting somewhere.
MAN: You like talking in a car because you can look at the road,
instead of at me.
WOMAN: That too.
MAN : [stands again] Look, I'll stay tonight until we've worked
something out. Just let me make that call, and I'll be right back.
[Leans over, kisses her on top of her head, then heads out to
bedroom . We hear him dialing, then beginning a conversation
before he reaches over to shut the connecting door.]
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WOMAN: Why bother to shut it? I know the exact conversation

already. [Sits for a moment, then goes to closet, opens door, pulls
out Mother and drags her to the couch.] I knew you'd be here
somewhere listening. It drives you crazy that he wants to spend
time with me, doesn't it? [She sits on couch and pulls Mother
down next to her.]
MOTHER: Nonsense. I'm just glad that he has someone to be nice
to him.
WOMAN: That's not what I'm here for! Mothers are supposed to

be nice; I want to be intriguing and mysterious and enchanting
and passionate and . ..
MOTHER: But you are a nice girl and I like you. [pulls lipsitck out

of purse, reapplies]
WOMAN: No you don't.
MOTHER: OK, maybe not, but at least I don 't feel like he' ll ruin his

life with you. [lipstick goes back in purse]

ruin can come from something
as passive as our current relationship. You're the one that's
ruined him.

WOMAN: Nothing so extreme as

MOTHER: Me?
WOMAN: Stop it.
MOTHER: ME?
WOMAN: Of course!
MOTHER: I resent all the blame that has been placed on me. How

was I to know what too much love could do for a child? I couldn't
love his father, and I thought that strong mother-bonding would
be wonderful for the boy.
WOMAN: You've heard his psychologist. You know that you have

dominated him from day one.
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MOTHER: No one warned me. I try to be a good mother to him.

I bring him happiness.
WOMAN: [picks up drink, finishes it in one swallow] I've known

him for five years and I've seen what you've brought him-he's
a wreck who can't make up his mind if he wants a real life or
if he wants to continue playing house with you.
MOTHER: And I suppose a real life would mean marrying you?
WOMAN: At least we could have sex instead of thinking about it,
like you probably do.
MOTHER: Why does everything boil down to sex? I don't find it that
enjoyable-and I certainly feel no lust for my son.
WOMAN: That's not what the psychologist says.
MOTHER: Well, have you heard what he says about you? The doctor thinks that you have twisted friendship into relationship
because it's safe for both of you. You don't think my son is
enough of a man to be a threat. As for him, he knows that you're
screwed up and desperate enough to actually need him.
WOMAN: Desperate?
MOTHER: What else do you call a virgin at your age?
WOMAN: I'm desperate because I'm not a tramp?
MOTHER: Listen, dear. You would be the passion princess if you
could-don't try to fool me. You're so uptight from all these years
of man-less-ness that you don't even know how to begin. He
told me you can't even kiss him.
WOMAN: He told you that?
MOTHER: He tells me everything. In fact, he just told me that you
are pressuring him to commit tonight.
WOMAN: I'm pressuring him? He's the one who wants to kiss.
MAN: [he shouts from behind the door] Mother says to tell you
hello. She wants to know how your interview went.
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WOMAN: [to Mother] It was awful. [yells to Man] Tell her it was

awful.
MAN'S VOICE: She said it was fine, Mother. [his voice fades] into
MOTHER: He really is a sweet boy, trying to protect me from the

unhappiness in life.
WOMAN: As if you weren't the cause of it in the first place.
MOTHER: Well, if you're going to start harping on that again, I'm

leaving. [stands]
WOMAN: Please do.
MOTHER: I'm not the one who insists on being here. He can't leave

me behind. You think I like creeping around in your filthy closet?
WOMAN: It's sick. It's not right.
MOTHER: It's all I have left.
MAN: [Enters room and begins telling Woman of his conversation.

During the next few exchanges Mother hovers over him,
straightening his hair and clothes.] Sorry I took so long-but she
started asking about my day and I hadn't had a chance to tell
her about my presentation.
WOMAN: We just had a two-hour dinner and you didn't tell me

about your presentation. Why not?
MAN: Well, I didn't want to interrupt you. You were talking about

that interview for Brillo.
WOMAN: It's more like you didn't want to spoil your news by tell-

ing me first. It would violate that mother-son chokehold you two
have on each other.
MAN: I would have told you sooner or later-I just felt bad that I

had such a good day at work when you are having problems
even finding work.
WOMAN: You could have said something.
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MOTHER: [to Woman as she reenters closet] I cared enough to ask.

From what he told me, you didn't even ask him about his day.
He seems very upset tonight.
WOMAN: Get in your closet! [Mother slams door]
MAN: What? I thought we already discussed this. I'm not gay!
WOMAN: I didn't .. .
MAN : Dr. Roberts assured me that the lack of a male role model

didn't harm my psyche.
WOMAN : I wasn't ...
MAN: I resent you bringing up this topic just when I have become

comfortable with my sexuality. If you wanted a way to squelch
my desire to kiss you, you found it.
WOMAN : Look .. . Never mind .... Tell me about your presentation.
MAN: [sits in chair to pout] No.
WOMAN: Please? [pause] Tell me
MAN: No.
WOMAN: Fine. [crosses arms, sits
MAN : [Long pause] Do you really
WOMAN: No.
MAN: Then why did you just beg
WOMAN: Forget it.

everything that happened.
on couch]
want to know about it?
me?

MAN : [pause, Man picks up his drink, finishes it] Then let's get back

to the original conversation.
WOMAN: I can't even remember what that was anymore.
MAN: You wanted to talk about our relationship instead of consum-

mating it. It's our usual conversation.
WOMAN : Why do you have to be so bitter about it? I live with your

quirks. I can't help it if I'm strange when it comes to anything
physical. You know that I'm just not a touchy person.
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MAN: You're touchy right now.
WOMAN: You know what I mean-It just feels wrong to have your

hands constantly on someone else.
MAN: [sits down next to her and puts his arm around her] It feels

great once you're used to it.
WOMAN: Can we just sit here? No kissing?
MAN: I can if you can. [For a few moments they are silent, and he

begins moving towards her with a kiss in mind. She even leans
towards him a little before pushing herself out of his arms and
off the couch .]
WOMAN: Since we cannot sit in silence without someone trying

to take advantage of someone else, let's talk. [settles down in
armchair]
MAN: This much conversation can't be good for a relationship. Look

at all the true lovers of the world-did Romeo and Juliet ever
truly converse? Did Anthony and Cleopatra even speak the same
language? The Little Mermaid couldn't even speak, and she got
her prince.
WOMAN: Only in the Disney version. In the real story she loses

him to a girl with a voice and kills herself on the morning after
his wedding. If she could have talked to him, she could have
won him.
MAN : But don't you agree that Romeo and Juliet would have lost

something of their relationship if they had tried to analyze it?
WOMAN : In my mind they didn't have much of anything beyond

teenage lust. They just lived in the days before Freud complicated
things, so they get to be called romantics. They didn't need to
know what was happening to them, since they were doomed
to death, but I can't make a choice without analyzing it first.
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MAN: I'm sick of your need to analyze.
WOMAN: Then why do you pay $150 an hour for your psychiatrist

to analyze your life?
MAN: That's different. He's a professional.
WOMAN: And I'm not? After all the hours I've put into pondering,

examining, appraising, and scrutinizing every emotion and action in my life, I'm a professional, too.
MAN: He went to school. He understands the mind.
WOMAN : If you define understanding as linking everything to the

penis or the lack thereof, then you are more warped than even
I had imagined.
MAN: That stuff is old hat. Gender doesn't matter anymore-it's your

childhood that shapes you. One harsh word from a parent and
you're scarred for life. Dr. Roberts regresses me back to my childhood and I talk with myself at different ages. You should see the
problems that began when I was forced to eat coffee ice cream.
WOMAN: What problems?
MAN : The whole coffee thing-here I was, four years old, and I'm

given this stuff that is going to heap on me the responsibilities
of early adulthood. You know, adults drink coffee, not kids. That's
why I ended up with no friends in kindergarten-I was always
bossing everyone around. Half the class beat me with their metal
lunchboxes on the last day of school.
WOMAN : I don't remember much of my childhood .
MAN: That means it was terrible.
WOMAN : Does not! I had a wonderful life up until I was twenty.
I just don't recall many specifics.
MAN: If you can't remember it, that means you are blocking things

too terrible to imagine from your mind.
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WOMAN: Stop it. If I really wanted, I could remember something.
MAN: OK. Tell me the most horrible thing you did when you

were . .. twelve.
WOMAN: Why?
MAN: Just imagine how you looked when you were twelve.
WOMAN: How should I know? I never looked at myself.
MAN: Just think about it. [As Woman stares into audience, the

closet door opens and a twelve-year-old girl emerges, carrying
a wrapped present. The girl hesitantly walks to the arm of the
couch and perches there, swinging her leg. Man and Woman
concentrate on each other, ignoring the girl.]
WOMAN: OK, I think I've got it.
MAN: Now tell me-what's the worst thing you did to someone

else.
WOMAN : How am I supposed to know? [She continues concen-

trating, watching the girl as she speaks.]
GIRL: Yesterday I had the most wonderful birthday party. Mom told

me that I could invite any girl I wanted from my class to come.
She wouldn't let me ask any boys because she thinks I play too
much with them . There were fourteen girls in my class and I
asked them all except Becky. She teases me for being a tom boy
and for having short hair. I made sure that she knew how wonderful it was going to be. Yesterday during the party I was happy
that she wasn't there, but today when I got to school she came
up to me and gave me this. She said, " I heard it was your birthday and I wanted to bring you a present. I've always liked you
a lot." I don't even want to open it. How could she be so nice?
WOMAN: [still concentrating] It was something to do with my birth-

day. I think I was mean to someone-probably teased them about
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a boy or forgot to thank them or someth ing. That's not so
traumatic.
MAN: Stick to the same age-try again. Ask yourself what was the

your best memory.
WOMAN: OK, me, what's your happiest day?
MAN: Are you taking this seriously?
WOMAN: Don't pressure me-I'm trying. [screws up her face in

concentration.]
GIRL: There are so many good days-I don't think I can pick one.
WOMAN : [long pause] I' m not getting anything this time.
MAN: Yeah, good memories fade faster than bad ones. Here, try once

more. Ask her what was the worst thing someone did to you.
WOMAN: You ask her.
MAN: You have to do it.
WOMAN : OK-twelve-year-old me, what's the answer? [Girl is

silent, but getting nervous.]
MAN: You're supposed to be gentle with your past self.
WOMAN: I was tough back then.
GIRL: I don't want to talk about it.
WOMAN: [jovially] I know I've had a wonderful life, but this guy

here wants to find otherwise. Why don't you tell us how hard
Mom spanked you, or how some bully made you cry? Maybe
you didn't get the biggest piece of cake! [As Girl speaks she
progressively becomes more sober, finally afraid.]
GIRL: [slowly, playing with bow on present] You know what it was.
I was rollerskating and that man in the red truck began to follow
me. I couldn't skate very fast and he caught up to me. He wanted
me to go with him. I tried to hurry but he kept up. He kept
looking at me, he kept following me. When he stopped the truck
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I tried to skate fast but I fell. He caught me ... [The Woman
has been becoming more uncomfortable during the Girl's tale,
and at this point stands suddenly and shakes her head.]
MAN: What's wrong? ·
WOMAN: Nothing. This is stupid-I can't remember anything.

[Girl stands, looking at the couple, then walks in front of
Woman]
MAN: You looked like you had something in mind.
WOMAN: No. [Girl reaches up and pats her awkwardly on the

shoulder.]
MAN: Tell me what you remember.
WOMAN: Really, it was nothing. [Girl heads back to the closet and

knocks three times. Mother opens door from the inside.]
MOTHER: [to Woman] It sounds like you're really messed up.

Should my son be getting involved with you?
WOMAN: Shut up! [Mother closes door]
MAN: Is everything all right?
WOMAN: I don't know.
MAN: What's wrong?
WOMAN: Nothing! Why do you always do this to me? I was fine

when we left this evening; now I'm an emotional wreck.
MAN: What did I do?
WOMAN: Never mind. Just-go home or something. Back to

Mommie Dearest.
MAN: Take it easy.
WOMAN: Why do we always have to play these games? I quit. I

am not going to look at ink blots or do word associations or talk
about my sexual obsession for my father and brothers.
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MAN: You're really reaching into the past. I thought you had a

psychology class within the last decade. If you don't want to
explore your childhood, fine. We can always look at your dreams
or something like that.
WOMAN: [pause as she collects herself] I did have a strange dream

this afternoon.
MAN: Tell me about it.
WOMAN: I was going to, but I forgot until now.
MAN: Am I in it?
WOMAN: Yes. I think so.
MAN: Do I get to kiss you?
WOMAN: Of course not. Listen, if I tell you about it, do you promise

not to analyze it?
MAN: Sure.
WOMAN: I want a real promise.
MAN: I promise not to interpret or in any way explain your

dream.
WOMAN: I don't believe you.
MAN: What's a relationship without trust?
WOMAN: OK. It was about The Dating Game. I was the contestant

and you were one of the three eligible bachelors.
MAN: Did you pick me?
WOMAN: I'm not telling you yet. You need to hear the whole thing.

The other two bachelors were some of the psycho men from
my past.
MAN: You had a past?
WOMAN: [throws couch pillow at him] Not funny.
MAN: Sorry. The psycho man of your present apologizes.
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WOMAN: These aren't men I liked. Both of them were the bane of

my existence.
MAN: Oh-let me guess. Nature Boy and Demon Worshipper?
WOMAN: Yes. Those two have come back to haunt me in more

nightmares than I can remember. I hate the feeling of being pursued by grotesqueness-you remember how awful both of them
were . Anyway, I was on the show and I was supposed to be
meeting three complete strangers to pick between. But as soon
as I heard their voices I knew who they were. The only one I
wasn't sure about was you.
[As she speaks, Marty and Ace enter the room carrying a partition .
The Host enters with microphone. Woman remains in armchair, the
host sits on the couch with the Man. Marty and Ace line up the three
kitchen stools.]
But you were definitely there.
[Host nudges Man, Man gets up and sits in the third stool that has
been left open for him. Colored lights begin flashing, computer music
begins playing, and the host glues on his smile. Mother wheels an
applause sign from out of the closet, and plugs it in a wall socket.]
MOTHER: [to Audience] Now, make sure you applaud whenever

the sign is lit-but make sure you cheer loudest for the one on
the end.
[playwright's note: if audience does not initi ally respond to sign,
Mother is to enter next to sign and encourage them to clap]
HOST: Welcome to the Mating Game! You already know the contes-

tant, so I won't bother with introductions. As for the three eligible
bachelors, it was too bad that we were unable to come up with
anyone really spectacular. But these guys will do in a pinch, and
they all see med eager to appear on today's episode. Now, you
all know the format. This pretty lady here can ask each contestant
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three questions, and then she must choose which one she'll take
on her fantasy date of wild abandonment and passion at an
Alpine Ski Lodge. Afterwards the loving couple will be legally
and irrevocably wed by a Swiss priest! [APPLAUSE sign flashes
for a moment.] Now dear, don't be afraid, ask your questions.
WOMAN: But I didn 't know-I don't have any written out.
HOST: If you can't think of something to say you will be doomed

to eternal solitude, so you had better come up with something quick. Ask whatever you want of Bachelor Number One!
Bachelor Number One describes himself as a rough-and-ready
type of guy. He is an executive at Jim Bob's Beef Jerky Company, and loves hunting and dancing on the side.
WOMAN : All right, all right. Give me a second . [gathers herself]

Bachelor Number One-what is your idea of romance?

MARTY: Oh, just squeeze me in a pup tent with a winter storm
brewing outside and a warm woman inside, and I'll be happy.
As long as we have enough beef jerky and water to keep us
going, we can do it all night long.
WOMAN: [to Host] Is he allowed to say that on the show?
HOST: He can say anything he wants. He was merely answering
the question that you asked .
WOMAN: Oh. Well, I'm sorry. Please continue, Bachelor Number
One.
MARTY: That's about it. Romance is a simple thing for me, poundcake.
WOMAN: Poundcake? [pause] Marty ... is that you?
MARTY: It sure is!
HOST: Great. On to your third question.
WOMAN: That doesn't count!
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HOST: Of course it does. Be more careful with your questions.
WOMAN: What are you doing here?
MARTY: Obviously you want me more than you know, or you're

getting real desperate. I'll show you what a real man is like. No
more of this intellectual trash-I can belch louder and drink
harder than any man here. You never gave me much of a chance.
If you pick me I promise you'll be smiling for weeks afterward .
WOMAN : I'm going to be sick.

HOST: Let's hear it for Marty! [APPLAUSE sign flashes, Marty looks
approvingly at audience.]
WOMAN: I really am going to be sick. He used to carry around a

keychain with a woman whose clothes vanished with bodyheat.
He wore army fatigues every day. He ... he . . .
HOST: Now, now. Why don't you move on to Bachelor Number
Two! Bachelor Number Two is a sensitive man who temporarily
works as a dishwasher at Denny's while he attends night school
at the ITT institute. He hopes to become a refrigerator repairman sometime in the next two years. Go ahead ... ask him three
questions or face spinsterhood.
WOMAN: I don't want to.

HOST: You're choosing the loneliness option?
WOMAN: [pause] All right. Bachelor Number Two-what is your

idea of the perfect woman?
ACE: Someone sexy. Someone funny. Someone who's not afraid of

blood.
WOMAN: Blood?

ACE: You see, I used to be involved in some heavy duty Satan wor-

shipping, and although I'm out of that now, I still hang on to
some of the old traditions. If I find me a woman who faints at
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the sight of blood, I won 't be able to live like I want to. I think
a house really becomes a home when there is chicken blood
over the front doorway to block spirits. And cow blood can be
mixed up into the greatest cures for gas.

WOMAN: Am I to understand that your sole requirement for a mate
is someone who likes blood?
ACE: I figure the rest wi 11 fal I into place.
HOST: [prodding] Go ahead, ask your next question.
WOMAN: Well, what is your idea of the perfect date?
ACE: Don't you remember the one I took you on? We drove to that
cemetery in the mountains and we played hide and seek.
WOMAN : Ace! Is that you? .. . You jerk! You left me sitting alone
in a graveyard.
ACE: You were just getting into it. Screaming with ecstasy, you know
what I mean . You seemed to like it.
WOMAN : I wa s screaming with terror.
HOST: Final question?
WOMAN : How can you face your family? Don't you disgust them?
ACE: Well, my mother might not like my tattoos, but at least I'm
not Oedipally connected to her, like pretty-boy here. [points to
Man] Of course, my sister really likes my tattoos. And she'd
know. She's got a great body, too.
HOST: Thank you, Bachelor Number Two. [APPLAUSE sign flashes] .
And now on to your third bachelor. There' s not much to say
about him-he seems pretty normal to me.
WOMAN: Do I really need to go through with thi s? [Host nods. She
sighs.] Very well. Bachelor Number Three: what is your idea
of the perfect woman?
MAN: You.
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WOMAN: [long pause] What would you do on your ideal date?
MAN: Be with you.
WOMAN: [longer pause, then to Host] Can't he elaborate?
MAN: Do I need to?

HOST: It's not in the rules-he can answer whatever he wants.
WOMAN : This isn't fair!

HOST: Just ask your last question!
WOMAN: OK. Would I be happy with you?
MAN: I don't know. Probably not.

HOST: Great-Bachelor three has answered you. Let's hear it for
Bachelor Number Three, a succinct kind of guy. [APPLAUSE SIGN
flashes]
WOMAN: [after waiting] Is that it? Is that all I have to go on? I'm

supposed to pick you with no more information than that?
HOST: You don't need to pick him. You could go with one of the
others. But you must decide-the Swiss priest is waiting.
WOMAN : What am I supposed to do? [shouting] How am I sup-

posed to know? [screaming] I hate this! [She begins sobbing into
her hands. As she cries, Marty, Host, and Ace push stools back
against kitchen counter and exit carrying the props. Mother comes
on and gets applause sign, wheels it back into closet and closes
door. Man walks back over to the couch, takes Woman's hand,
sits next to her in position similar to his before the dream stance.]
MAN: Who did you pick? What happened next?
WOMAN: I killed the host.
MAN : What?
WOMAN: I couldn't decide. There was no way of knowing who the

third man was, and I was going to have to decide. I didn't want
eternal solitude. So I killed him.
78

No Working Title Yet
MAN: How?

WOMAN: I shot him with a gun that I suppose was in my purse.
MAN: Then how do you know that I was bachelor number three?

WOMAN: Because after I killed him I ran around the partition and

saw you sitting there. You wouldn't look at me. You walked off
the stage. [long pause]
MAN: This dream has some very definite meanings when applied

to your current dilemma.
WOMAN: You promised.
MAN: But surely you can see what I am about to say doesn't even

need the slightest analysis. It is clear from your dream that ...
WOMAN: You promised!
MAN: Fine! You want me but you don't. You don't hate me;

you must love me. So everything hinges on need. We have a
need-non-need relationship, and what am I going to do when
you don't need me anymore?
WOMAN: Go back to your mother.
MAN: I'm being serious!

WOMAN: So am I. I'm confused and I hate decisions and I refuse

to commit.
MAN: Obviously, since you killed the host, who represented the

need for decision.
WOMAN: Stop it! ... I never should have told you.
MAN: Then why did you?

WOMAN: I thought you'd be interested because you were in it. You

must admit it is a very unique dream. Anyway, you're the only
person I can talk to.
MAN: Doesn 't that bode well for our relationship? I can talk to you,

you can talk to me.
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WOMAN: Talking is the least of our problems.
MAN: Are we switching back to THE PROBLEM?
WOMAN : Let's get it over with.
MAN: You start it off then .
WOMAN : It's too weird. When we talk, two-way conversation, that

is, I get all confused with what I want to say to you. I liked it
when we wrote letters.
MAN: Well, we didn't have to worry about becoming involved
through the mai I service.
WOMAN: I could tell you anything then .
MAN: You still can.
WOMAN: Can we write to each other now?
MAN: Now?
WOMAN: Yes. It might work. You go in the kitchen , I' ll stay here.
We're going to write love letters to each other.
MAN: I think you ' re going a bit crazy.
WOMAN: You are in no position to criticize me for insanity. Do
you want to do this or not?
MAN: I'm supposed to write down my feelings for you-no holds
barred?
WOMAN : Yes.
MAN: Can't I just tell you to your face?
WOMAN: No.
MAN: Why not?
WOMAN: Because then you get help from your puppy-dog eyes and
that isn't fair.
MAN: How about if I keep them closed?
WOMAN : Still too much interference. I want to objectively evaluate
this. [she goes into bedroom]
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MAN: [yells to her] Why am I doing this? [Woman returns and gives

him a pen and paper.]
WOMAN: You can have the kitchen counter-I ' ll use the coffee

table.
MAN: Does spelling count against me? Two misspelled words and

I'm jilted? How about grammar? No double negatives and you
love me?
WOMAN: Be serious. [pause] Are you going to be serious about this?
MAN : I suppose so. [He goes to kitchen counter, sits at a stool with

his back to the audience. There is silence for a minute or so as
they begin to write. The Woman sits on couch and grabs a
magazine to use as a desk. The closet door creeps open and Girl
peers out, looking at the silent couple. She tiptoes over to
Woman , then taps her on the shoulder. The Woman turns
around, surprised.]
WOMAN: What are you doing here?
MAN: I'm writing that letter that you wanted so badly.

GIRL: We've been talking and she wants to talk to you.
WOMAN: Who's we?
MAN : What?
WOMAN : Nothing. [whispers] Who's we? Who's she?

GIRL: His mother. You were rude to her, so she wants you to

apologize before she'll come.
WOMAN : This is ridiculous!
MAN: I agree. [starts to stand]
WOMAN: Sit down-write. [to Girl, with lowered voice until end

of sequence] What does she want to say?
GIRL: She says she can help us.
WOMAN: Us?
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GIRL: I think you should apologize. [perches on armchair arm]
WOMAN: She's a bitch, but you tell her I apologize.
MOTHER: [voice comes from behind closet door] Not good enough.
WOMAN: OK-she's not a bitch, and I apologize.
MOTHER: [voice] You haven't convinced me.
GIRL: Say she's a good mother.
WOMAN: She's a good mother.
MOTHER: [ entering from closet] Thank you.
WOMAN: What do you want to say?
MOTHER: We were talking about you.
WOMAN: We?
MOTHER: The girl and myself. Things got boring and we started talking about you. Would you like to hear our conclusions?
WOMAN: No. What are you doing here? I didn't invite either of you
to visit my life.
MOTHER: You invited us. You want our opinion.
WOMAN : I do?
MOTHER: Of course. And after seeing the type of men that you have
been involved with in the past, I feel that I must help you.
WOMAN: Why would you help? Oh, I see. Your advice will be for
me to let him go, so that you can have him back.
MOTHER: Did I say that?
WOMAN : You don't have to-I can see it in your eyes. You want
me to mess up, give in, abandon ship. I'm almost tempted to
rush over there and throw him to the ground and kiss him, just
to spoil your plans.
MOTHER: Nonsense.
WOMAN: I can't trust your advice.
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MOTHER: Look-I'm not his mother. If I really were I would be

scratching out your eyeballs. I'm your idea of her, so I can be
on your side just as easily as she is. [points to Girl] You need
to go for the gusto here.
WOMAN: What?

GIRL: Kiss him!
WOMAN: I can 't. I won 't.

MOTHER: You ' ll have to. He's hardly likely to try again after your

reaction tonight.
GIRL: I think he's great.
MOTHER: Of course he is!
WOMAN: I can't believe that you are telling me that you approve.

MOTHER: I never once said that. But I do care for my son enough

to know that he will be miserable until you love him.
WOMAN : Do we need to keep saying love? Can't we say caring,

or friendship, or something like that?
GIRL: What's wrong with love? Love, love, love, kissing in a tree.

[Begins skipping around room.] Love, love, love, love, look at
me. Love, love, love . ..
WOMAN: [loudly] Stop it! [Girl stops, abashed, and sits back

down.]
MAN: [turns around to face Woman.] You want me to stop? I was

just getting into this.
MOTHER: What an adorable boy he is!
WOMAN: I'm sorry-I was thinking out loud.
MAN : Are you done?
WOMAN: No.
MAN: Ok, then, I'm going to finish over here.
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WOMAN: I will too. [Man turns back to the counter. She again

lowers her voice to address her visitors.] What do you think he's
writing?
MOTHER: I could use my Mother's intuition to tell you, but to be
more precise I will go take a peek. [she walks over, looks at his
letter, then returns.] It looks bad for you.
WOMAN: What?
MOTHER: He has decided that he can't love someone who is so

repulsed by his kisses. [Girl gets curious and sneaks over to peek]
WOMAN: I'm not. Just by what they represent.
MOTHER: Whatever the case, he is going to hand you the letter and

walk out the door and you've lost him forever. Think about it.
WOMAN: [long pause] He is?
GIRL: It doesn't say that.

WOMAN: It doesn't?
MOTHER: No, but I wanted you to think about it. He could leave

at some point. Right now he's sitting there practically drooling
on the page.
WOMAN: I need more time.
MOTHER: How much time do you think you have? [Mother takes
Girl's arm and walks with her back to closet. Girl waves and
reenters.] Don't forget to have him call before he begins the drive
home.
WOMAN: [stares at blank letter] This is unbearable. [Host enters,
with bloody shirt. He grins his cheesy grin, then faces Woman.]
HOST: We're right where we left off before the commercial break,

folks, and she needs to make her choice. Which lucky man will
it be?
WOMAN: I' m not sure I can do this.
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HOST: The clock is ticking. Make your choice. [Woman is obviously

torn, looking at Man and looking back at host. Man turns around,
letter in hand.]
MAN: I'm done. I think that while you read it I'll get a breath of air.
WOMAN: No!

HOST: Decide!
MAN: I would rather you read it while I wasn 't here. I'll come right

back.
WOMAN: No! I mean, this is sort of foolish. Wouldn't you rather

tell me what you said or read it to me?
MAN: But if I read it I' ll have to keep my eyes open, and I thought

you were against that.
WOMAN : I' ll turn around, so that you don ' t bother me. [she turns

towards audience, keeping her back to him.]
MAN: Great. This is so romantic. Let me hear yours first. [Woman

looks at empty sheet, then glances beseechingly at Host.]
HOST: I need your answer now!
WOMAN: I didn 't write anything.
MAN: What?
WOMAN: I got too busy thinking. I never had time to put anything

down on paper.
MAN: You ' re the one that was so hot on this idea. I can't believe

you didn't write anything, and that you expect me to read my
soul to you.
HOST: Decide!
WOMAN: I'm sorry.
MAN: That's all it ever comes down to.
WOMAN: You don't have to show me.
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MAN: No, you can have the letter. I'll be leaving, though .

HOST: Time is running out! [the computerized music begins playing. Man throws letter at Woman, opens door.]
WOMAN: Wait ... [he exits, closes door after him. Woman stares

at door, as host comes up and shakes her hand. Numbers
lower above door frames-closet door is label led 1, exit door
is labelled 2, and bedroom door is labelled 3]
HOST: The lady rejects the contents of door number 2 for another
door. She's traded her whole life to take a peek behind door
number 1. And let's see what's behind that door. [Closet
door opens and applause sign is flashing, but in front of the sign
stands the Girl, in rollerskates, with torn dress and cuts and
a haunted face. Girl begins to rollerskate around apartment.
Woman collapses, crying, and the host moves off the stage, blowing kisses to the audience. The lights follow him, until he exits
and stage is drenched in a complete black out.]

End Scene 1
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